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of the salon, and the magnificent paintings by Porbus and Holbein which were hanging on the walls. The marble bust showed faintly in the obscurity, like the spectre of the dying man. A corpse-like odour filled the house.
"M. Surville came in, and confirmed all that the servant had told me. I asked to see M. de Balzac.
" We crossed a corridor, went up a staircase covered with a red carpet and crowded with artistic objects—vases, statues, pictures, and stands with enamels on them. Then we came to another passage, and I saw an open door. I heard the sound of difficult, rattling breathing. I entered Balzac's room.
" The bedstead was in the centre of the room.    It was of mahogany, and across the foot and at the head were beams provided with straps for moving the sick man.    M. de Balzac was in this bed, his head resting on a heap of pillows, to which the red damask  sofa cushions had been added.    His face was purple, almost black, and was inclined to the right.    He was  unshaved, Ms  grey  hair was cut short, and his eyes open and fixed.     I saw his profile, and it was like that of the Emperor Napoleon.
" An old woman, the nurse, and a servant, stood beside the bed. A candle was burning on a table behind the head of the bed, another on a chest of drawers near the door. A silver vase was on the stand near the bed. The women and manighted up the splendid furniture one more glimpse of him.* The poet was told y his wife, who had visited Madame de Balzac
